CONCLUSIONS

professor of philosophy who did not want to die for
Dantzig and who wished (so he said) to die for Hitler?
Is it Luchaire, the lustful journalist whose daughter
Corinne warms Abetz's bed? Is it Maurras, the "colla-
borator," the bilious ascetic who for thirty years has
worked for dissension among the French under the guise
of patriotism?

Who is it? Who? Give me the name!

I should like to recall the article which appeared in
Le Matin during last winter, in which one of Hitler's
anonymous lackeys wrote that Hitler had received the
votes of his people, while P6tain had not received the
votes of the French.

That is true,

General de Gaulle, himself, receives every day the
votes of the French who come to enrol under the banner
of the Croix de Lorraine, braving every risk and danger.

I came to London, hounded by the police, but also, it
can be said, representing thousands and thousands of
French men and women.

I write these lines in favour of a man whom I admire
because he symbolises the spirit of French resistance, just
as Mr. Churchill symbolises, for my compatriots, the spirit
of British resistance.

Those who know me know also my independence.
They know that I am not given to flattery, that above all
else, with Liberty, I love Truth.

I could write much more, but to what end? There is no
need for more words. War must be waged.
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